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Summary:
She was that adorable bunny with sharp fangs and piercing fuchsia eyes who tears apart other rabbits and devours them without mercy, incapable of feeling empathy for the suffering of others, nothing more than possession towards her object – her toy – most valuable. her; It's what he was. No, that's what Andy was, not Andrew. Neither Ashley nor Leyley ever liked Andrew, in fact, they hated him, despite being the only one who could truly think for himself and see her as the most beautiful jewel covered in all that shit that Andy always despised.

Notes:
Here my contribution to the fandom. I couldn't stay outside for any reason.

(See the end of the work for more notes.)

WorkText:
That feeling of suffocation was already normal for him, in body or soul he recognized himself as lacking freedom and charisma, only irritation dominated him. He had been dead for so long that he no longer even took comfort in the cool wind on his skin or the feel of his own hair blowing against his face. His eyes remained empty, oblivious to the landscape or the salt of the sea where he and his little sister had stopped to throw the skulls of his parents, hiding the evidence forever. After that, they had simply put his hitman's stolen car back into gear while he approached them in a thick silence, over the noise of the vehicle moving across the road. Ashley in the passenger seat had fallen asleep. It made him envious that he could rest so easily when he had to put up with the horrible nightmares that each time ripped another piece of sanity from his mind, although it wasn't as if they bothered him as much as before, only a few times when he gave in to insomnia. .

Almost as if it had not been an impulse, he let his pupils once again desecrate those soft lips that looked so good with the blood of his parents, at the moment that he – with his soaked hands – marked Ashley's entire profile and thought that he would like to keep it like this, dirty. That same blood that united them forever, that same blood that made them commit such dastardly acts, the one that would cause genetic deformations in their children's children if they ever gave in to the temptation of crossing the line that was still being drawn (or perhaps "blurred"?) between the two.

It wasn't that he planned to do it, but that glimpse of their future relationship undoubtedly upset him a little more, because it hadn't really disgusted him as one would expect from a good older brother, he wouldn't have felt his whole body heat up if it did, although I couldn't accept it completely either. The demon must have been having a great time at her expense, thinking about it explained why he spoke to her so abruptly in the first place, although her sister's comments were undoubtedly the main trigger to encourage that infernal entity to mock her more directly. Andrew owed his mother this unhealthy connection he had forged with Ashley in the first place; She was the one who ordered him as a child to keep her company even when he didn't want to, she insisted on taking care of her, taking the role that corresponded to him as her brother, all in order to forge a healthy brotherhood like the one that would be expected in this hypocritical society, except that Ashley had a mental condition too different from that of the average person, and there was no way anything good could come of it.

Her younger sister became too attached.

In the present Andrew wondered how they never realized how strange she always was. Maybe they all did but didn't want to see it, just as he refused to believe that they didn't offer him as a sacrifice like a lamb in a satanic ritual, the kind that would apparently be part of his routine.

Her mother should have dealt with her daughter's problem as soon as she found out what had been done to Nina, she should have made sure that it did not get worse for any member of that family. Although Andrew doubted a psychopath could be redeemed, what was the problem with trying? They had nothing to lose but their mother chose to cross the easy door when she could no longer bear it, which was to get rid of them, practically selling them to the government so that they could experiment with them as they pleased with the excuse of contamination in the water by parasites. imaginary His mother was not concerned about ruining the life of his male child in the process, still complicit and guilty of the aforementioned crime, but undeniably functional in the long term. It was not enough for him to try to apologize, because letting him live with his obsessive sister while his sanity was drained in that forced quarantine was one of the worst decisions his parents could have made, and that is why Andrew no longer felt remorse afterwards. that they finished their task that night.

He wouldn't deny that it had been a huge shock to learn that the loss of a soul didn't exactly kill the person, anyway he had decided not to dwell on it too much for the sake of it.
in his temper. He sighed wearily. He had already resigned himself to the fact that his life would remain stuck, that he would never be able to experience anything normal, and he had come to question whether he would really be interested in running away from it if given the opportunity. Overall, normality was overrated. He stopped the car on a bank ready to rest a little, since it wouldn't do him any good to feel sorry for himself right at that moment. His head hurt, throbbing in an aberrant way. He urgently needed sleep.

- We arrived? —asked Ashley's barely perceptible voice, whose eyelids threatened to open completely with each instinctive blink.

—No, I just stopped. Go back to your thing.

—Will we be okay sleeping in the middle of nowhere?

-Told me. I don't know, surely there are other murderers looking for defenseless victims losing their way on a free road hidden in the undergrowth. Or better yet, maybe the vengeful spirits of our dead parents will come for us, although I doubt that will happen considering we gave their souls to your friend in exchange for validating the power of your talisman.

The two unfastened their seat belts and one after another moved to the back seats with the intention of falling asleep, or simply dozing in the case of the older brother. Once there, they both settled on their favorite side more naturally than such a short experience would have given them, maintaining an almost non-existent distance.

—If you're going to tell me a nursery story, next time make sure there are fairies included.

"Just go to sleep and stop messing around," Andrew snapped with a soft smile, not in the mood to start a debate about the existence of fantastic beings besides demons. He was simply amused by the topic. It's not the first time we fell asleep in the car anyway.

—We were able to stay at our parents' house, their bed was very comfortable.

-Oh no. I wasn't going to last any longer in that place, I didn't want to risk a neighbor catching us at dawn.

Not having any desire to argue with this specific argument due to the exhaustion that weighed on her shoulders, Ashley stirred only to curl up in the seat again, but it was useless to resume sleep in that position having woken up. And without the sound of the engine running to lull her, she knew it wouldn't be enough, so she leaned in her brother's direction to rest her head on his shoulder, a gesture that Andrew disapproved of with a sigh but still allowed him to stay there, he even felt his neck. temple with that same hand automatically before allowing himself to close his eyes in search of falling asleep as well. She wasn't going to admit it but the sound of her sister's breathing calmed him, made all the madness worth it.

"I love you, Andy," she whispered, sliding her arms around her waist, trapping him in a hug.

Andrew growled in response, determined not to answer her and ignore that hateful nickname as if she hadn't actually stabbed her eardrums, causing him indigestible disgust on the spot; Not as appetizing as the soup Ashley had made from her parents' organs. The thought of him made him open his eyes, losing the courage to dream and face the charges of conscience that this depraved experience would bring him, because the truth had hit him again. He did not share his sister's philosophical ideas about the consumption of human flesh (for him the option should only exist in an extreme situation), but with so many taboos broken in such a short time, his brain struggled to anesthetize itself. He reciprocated the hug to which he did not plan to react with such intensity, shivering from the cold, actually from fear. What should he start to feel? What was he supposed to avoid thinking? He didn't know it anymore, he was desperate and his younger sister was right there, trusting and fragile in her arms. The monster in her nightmares, the protagonist of his sleeplessness, the cause of his instability; his reason for living.

So thin and small, feminine but lacking in grace.

She was that adorable bunny with sharp fangs and piercing fuchsia eyes who tears apart other rabbits and devours them without mercy, incapable of feeling empathy for the suffering of others, nothing more than possession of her most valuable object – her toy – ; It's what he was. No, that's what Andy was, not Andrew. Neither Ashley nor Leyley ever liked Andrew, in fact, she hated him, despite being the only one who could truly think for himself and see her as the most beautiful jewel covered in all that shit that Andy always despised, the reason of their separation and death. At that time he wanted to protect her to the point of him becoming dependent, sealing a pact that became the rope that blocked his trachea every dawn, making him want to die but also remain for Ashley, for his greatest drug, who contaminated him with her simple existence.

Her sister must have been in a state between drowsiness and wakefulness, since she rubbed her face against her chest with a son.
funny laugh when you feel him tremble. Like the typical creature that would cause genocide for vain pleasure, she did not hesitate for a moment to jump into the abyss to collect his remains.

"You know I'm not very sleepy, I can hear what you want to tell me," she whispered sweetly, a twisted affection, dangerous like the caresses she slipped under Andrew's sweater with her thin fingers, frozen by the environment. I'm here.

—Shut up, just… just shut up.

—What an ungrateful bitch you are, and I go out of my way to please you.

- Oh yeah? As if a single one of your actions has ever been done for my strict benefit.

—Everything I have done, I have done for you. You are the one who always wants something different.

—Well, I'm not going to settle for cheap consolation.

—Greedy, I thought you had decided to spoil any progress in our deal.

"Don't even think about bringing it up," he snapped, turning away from her as if he repulsed her again, as if his insides hadn't been churning at the mere insinuation, trying to hold on to the little bit of ethics he possessed, it wasn't much but it would be enough for him. the moment or at least had to be convinced.

"Come on, just a little bit," Ashley hummed, shamelessly throwing herself on her legs and stretching her lips upward in a silly, childish but tentative gesture.

"Get off," Andrew growled, "I'll go out and smoke."

—If you need to keep your mouth busy so much, you can use my lips. It will hurt you less than all that tobacco shit you consume. You could reach heaven… or hell.

—No matter how poetic that phrase came out to you, I feel like smoking more, thank you very much.

—You lose it. Then don't go begging on your knees, unless you prefer that position.

"Shut that fucking mouth," she declared, much to the annoyance of Ashley, who if she had planned to give Andrew space to emerge from the car, she no longer cared once she was scorned, he must have realized since he made no attempt to get out.

"Well, if you're not going to get your fat head off, I'll smoke here and blow the smoke in your face."

Fulfilling at least the first of his threats, Andrew put his hands in his pants pockets in search of his pack and lighter, all this making uncomfortable maneuvers due to the lack of cooperation from Ashley, who, contrary to allowing him mobility, stayed there observing carefully. his brother's contorted face; The wrinkle that formed in the middle of both eyebrows seemed permanent. His Andy used to laugh more. Was he really gone forever? In that temporary silence the young woman let herself breathe the aroma of ashes that her brother made sure would not fall on her. She found herself fantasizing about getting up, stealing Andrew's cigarette and replacing it with her mouth, breathing in her breath, looking into his eyes and getting back to the act; The thought of her caused her to twist her legs as a sudden discomfort tingled in a certain lower part of her body.

"Andy," she tried, but she got no response. "Andy..." she insisted in a sensual tone, but the trembling in her brother's left eye helped her understand that it would be useless to convince him to respond even with a look, at least not tonight. Andrew.

- …What do you want?

- You do not want…? —Ashley thought better about the direction of her words—. Wouldn't you like to know what it feels like to be inside a woman? —The dark look that Andrew gave her made her younger sister swallow her saliva thickly, intimidated by those turquoise eyes even though she didn't like feeling that way with the other; Normally she had control. That?

—Don't test my patience, Ashley. We are not talking about this now.

- But later yes?

"Fuck you, Ashley."

-Oh, come on. You can not be serious.

"I'm very serious," she emphasized in a somber tone. Believe me, you don't want to put it on the table, considering you're to blame for the little female contact I've had all these damn years. You don't want to rely on luck.

—You've had contact with me, that's what really matters.

—Ashley…

—Aren't you a little curious to be closer to me?

Ashley placed a hand on her chest, reaching past her cleavage so that she removed the fabric enough to reveal another stretch of her skin, opening the line of contact between her breasts, a sight that made Andrew react, feeling her mouth and throat dry but disguising its need with irritation the next second. This was the part he hated the most about taking care of her sister, the fact that she always tried to manipulate him, using every possible tool to fulfill her sporadic whims; Sometimes she agreed without a fight because he didn't want to be bitter forever, but she knew that it would be counterproductive for her relationship to venture into the excitement of a new nuance, a higher level. It wasn't because he cared that it was incest, he refused because he didn't want to feel tied to her any more than he already was.

"Ashley, no," she warned with a growl, covering her face.

with his free hand, the cigarette between his fingers forgotten, letting it give off burning flecks that resembled Ashley's growing anger, which was why she reluctantly moved away to hug his legs at the other end of the seat, away from him. , demonstrating his offense in a blatant way.

—I'm that attractive, aren't I?

-Do not start.

—That's right, you like me so little that you can't even consider a small transaction. To make you feel good, I assure you that she was joking, okay? You are not funny. You don't know how good it makes me feel how ugly I am to you.

—You're cute, Ashley. "You have a shitty personality and a shitty mentality, but you're attractive, any guy would want to be with a woman like you," she said, deliberately omitting the need to state out loud that he wouldn't let anyone come near her anyway.

"Thanks for the encouragement," she spat sarcastically.

—You wanted my opinion.

—Then why do you reject me so much?

—Don't think that because we kill our parents we are free to do whatever we want.

– Excuses! Always excuses! You are a coward!

"Yes, say what you want," Andrew snapped, throwing his cigarette into the ashtray built into his door before turning his back on his sister. "I'm going to sleep," he lied.

He was aware that such words were a clear evasion of a risky conversation. However, although it seemed to take a considerable amount of time, he soon felt Ashley's warm body press against his back, making his heart skip a beat, accelerating the beats that rushed against his chest as he discovered how one of those fleshy legs was intertwined with his own. , moments before he perceived another's breathing right on his ear, which made him shudder, so he bit his finger to silence the fragility of his voice.

"I won't force you, Andrew." But… you're going to have to break down at some point.

—That's what I want to do to you now.

—Oh? —Her sister's mocking tone prompted Andrew to growl again, using his anger to cover her cravings, control them. Sexy.

—Do you want to join dad and mom? —Andrew mocked then, choosing to release tension in that way, since it was the simplest method for it, he had learned it during his confinement in the apartments. They could play at being the humble and peculiar brothers, the ones who were friends and forgot about the pile of crimes they were carrying for a few seconds of peace.

—No, I want to stay here with you.

"You can do it, as long as you don't act like a needy whore."

"Burding words for a squeaky, sex-scared puppy," she said as if it were the most natural thing in the universe. Andrew let himself laugh at such a comment.

—Don't talk as if you know a lot.

—Then teach me, fuckboy.

"Oh, you didn't say that," Andrew laughed again, this time harder, it was always funny to hear his sister talk like that, because those words didn't sound stimulating in his mouth at all.

— Weren't you bragging a few moments ago about being a pussy destroyer?

—God, stop it.

—It's a good thing it's not like that, I would have killed all the bitches who dared to touch you.

—Now do you understand what he was talking about before?

—I plead guilty, and guess what? I do not regret!

"I know you don't," he commented, losing the desire to laugh again despite the smile that curved his lips.

He closed his eyes and refused to look at his traveling companion anymore, who immediately rubbed against his back again, drinking in his presence until she sank into his mind, along with all his fantasies and the anguishing memories that stunned Andrew, who It took a little longer than normal to lose consciousness due to various factors. Among those that highlighted his infinite doubts related to his confinement in the apartment building, where his family had lived for years.

Like every time he let himself wander into it, he realized how strange everything that happened was. Why had everything burned down without a trace so abruptly? Well, it was almost as if everything had been planned, for them to come out clean was too convenient, not to mention the matter of the hitman, who would want to kill them with so much effort? Was it related to the water company? Could it be that he could possess a memory that determined the beginning of everything? His last conversation with his mother had left him with that doubt. I wish his brain wasn't saturated with all the experiences he had with Ashley or busy with his next move through the world, since it was not his intention to get caught by the law, he always considered it preferable to get away with it.

In the midst of all these reflections he managed to fall asleep without realizing it.

He felt himself open his eyes a few minutes after closing them, only to find himself in his old room again. "Ah, sweet fucking times," he thought as he offered a quick inspection around. He was in a in an inverted position, so he was touching the headboard of the bed with his bare feet, just as he had become accustomed to while they spent their days starving. Suddenly she saw Leyley enter through the door, which was literal since it was Ashley when she was a child, who with childish happiness ran to throw herself on her bed while she hummed over and over again that nickname that she hated so much. However, she had no chance to reprimand her as she looked at her body – which until then had remained an adult – back at the scrawny child she had tried so hard to bury. Looking at it from this perspective, it was absurd to refuse to respond to little Leyley, even though she did so reluctantly.

—Yes, here I am, what do you want?

— Did you know that our parents are having sex? —The topic of conversation shocked him, earning a laugh from his younger sister—. How disgusting it was to see them naked!

—Wait, were you spying on them?

—I wanted to know why they sent us to sleep so early and insisted that we not leave our bedroom. Now I understand and next time I will obey them, I don't want to hear those disgusting sounds again.

“God…” Andrew covered his face in horror.

—I talked to some kids at my school about this, it seems like they're things that adults do often. The other day they caught my teacher doing it with the principal, that old bald guy, in the bathroom! Can you believe it? —Leyley laughed again, giving a couple more details about the event, so Andy tried to block out the sound of her voice by covering his ears with his palms, until another comment she made surprised him—. When we're adults, I want to do those things with you. Disturbed, he turned his head in her direction only to discover that Leyley had disappeared, leaving her Ashley in her place, wearing those tight clothes for which he had scolded her so many times until she could no longer fight. . She crawled across the bed until she was just inches from her face, leaning closer and closer to him. Aren't you going to leave me?

—I... I can't... it's not...

—Not even because of how hard I've tried to remain a virgin for you?

"Don't say those things..." Andy looked away, embarrassed. It has never been my intention to cage you, you have been the only one who has wanted to keep me isolated.

-Oh yeah. You really played it for me on that occasion, I would never have imagined that our pact allowed you to get a girlfriend. Luckily for me, there are always other methods to chase away slippery bitches. No one has the right to take my Andy away from me.

Andrew was about to complain about the excessive harassment that he had carried out on his ex Julia, but the kiss that Ashley gave him on his forehead threw him off. That was a clear sign of adoration, always devoted to the existence of Andy, the fragile little boy who could so easily handle and take him exactly where he wanted, the innocent and defenseless one whom he truly loved; The mere thought made his blood boil with anger. Pushing her without hesitation, he got out of bed and ran towards the door, stopping only when he heard her call out to him in a pitiful tone.

— Don't call me that, damn it! Andy is dead! How many times do I have to tell you so you understand!? He—he turned around, regaining his true appearance—. I'm not willing to bring him back unless you really want to make me sick and end it all.

—But, Andy…

- Do not call me that way! I'm no longer your obedient dog! I am this that you created! A sick fuck like you! Isn't that what you wanted to achieve!? —Returning her steps to the bed where Ashley lay visibly in shock, he grabbed her wrist to bring her closer, desperate for her words to reach her even if it were to the Ashley of his dreams—. You've been molding me since we were kids, you can't pretend it would be that way forever. I…

It only took one impulse for Andrew to release her and exchange her contact, trapping her cheeks between his palms, looking into her fuchsia eyes hypnotized, completely surrendered to her most hidden longings. she. Those thoughts that he had so often pushed away and accumulated in his personal coffin now overflowing, for he could indulge in depravity as long as he remained unconscious in the real world. He had to take advantage of the privacy afforded to him by the deepest confines of his mind, give free rein to his baser instincts before his conscience decided to intervene. That's why he moved closer and breathed in Ashley's breath, who meekly closed her eyes to allow the magnetism of her body to create currents of energy that soon made their skin crawl.

"Andrew..." Ashley's hands didn't stay still any longer, her fingers slipped under the fabric of her sweater to latch onto her hip, pulling him to her body while her older brother leaned forward. He shook, overwhelmed by adrenaline. In the end all that fuss was a cheap attempt to absolve yourself, right? You really want me, it's no surprise You're always touching me. You are always looking to feel my warmth. You are as wicked as me.

—Whose fault do you think it is?

—Of course, it's easier to blame others than to accept our demons.

—Just like you do. —Ashley's mischievous smile took his breath away. Here he could not deny how much he wanted his sister, how much he needed to take from her body everything that had been taken from him by her over the years, he considered such a fair exchange, he deserved to have her at his entire disposal at the same time. less in this aspect of their lives. “Shit…” she whispered as she realized the hot touch directly on her erection. Ashley…

Andrew only needed to lunge forward to throw his sister against the bed, caring little about the rebound of the springs, focusing all his attention on trying once and for all the lips ready to open and close hungrily against the bed. her mouth. Her heavy breathing soon became louder and louder, to the point where the entire room was transformed into a thick black space. Pausing only for a moment to gaze momentarily into her eyes, Andrew bit down hard on her sister's lower lip, enjoying hearing her gasp for the first time before their tongues met, which tangled and moved away from her. until establishing an invigorating rhythm.

—Fuck, Ashley… this is so bad…

—And that turns you on, right?

-…Yeah.

He didn't know how long they were kissing, nor at what moment they lost their temper. He barely realized the outburst they suffered when they began to tear off garment by garment without delay, thus feeling the direct contact of their skin between greedy caresses. Andrew knew he was on fire as he thrust into Ashley again and again, holding on to the indescribable pleasure that clouded his brain, letting it happen to its climax when he was suddenly forced to open his eyes back to reality, shaken by the vividness. of the dream.

The first thing he did when he woke up was look between her legs to make sure there was nothing that would give him away, feeling relieved that Ashley was still passed out across the seat as well. If it weren't for the fact that he knew her well, he would have thought that she was the purest woman in the universe, incapable of preparing a stew of human meat and eating it so happily, unfortunately she was only the image that she offered at every dawn. Then it occurred to him that the sooner Ashley deigned to recognize him as Andrew, the sooner she could accept the advances she so insisted on having with him.

Getting rid of those mundane thoughts he put her neurons to work, sending signals to the rest of her limbs to stretch her entire body, then begin to draw up the plan they had chosen to continue their evasion of the law. His old motel wasn't far from his current location, he would just need to find a good place to leave the car, while that was happening he hoped Ashley had already woken up and was ready to walk the next stretch. He just hoped that this cult that she had joined out of genuine curiosity had someone who could sell them fake IDs. They needed to recover a little of their life as civilians as soon as possible. He moved to the pilot's seat and drove a little further down the road without even imagining what the future held for them.

End.